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Summary: Law and Shipwreck travel to Dallas and team up with Law's 
old friend, Texas Ranger Cordell Walker, to take down a Cobra 
drug-running operation. P.S. Law is the main character but he wasn't 
on the character list. 


1 . Chapter 1 

It all started when First Sergeant Conrad "Duke" Hauser tapped me on 
the shoulder in the mess hall. 

"Law, " he said. 

I turned around and saluted. "Yes, sir?" 

"Come with me." 


The field commander of Special Counter-terrorist Group Delta led me 
to a table, where I saw three people waiting. One was Master Sergeant 
Shana O'Hara, codename Scarlett; another was Sergeant First Class 
Marvin Hinton, codename Roadblock. The third was Chief Petty Officer 
Hector Delgado, codename Shipwreck. 


"Sit down. Law," Duke said, using my codename. 


I took my seat, and Roadblock, an enormous and easy-going black man, 
remarked, "While you're in Dallas, if you see Tony Romo, tell him hi 
for me . " 


"Dallas?" 

Duke nodded. "Yes, Dallas. Scarlett, the mission file?" 

Scarlett, an attractive woman whose codename was derived from her 
hair color, handed me a tablet that was open to a file marked 
_McELROY, DWAYNE. _It contained a picture of a lanky blonde man with 



rough features. 


"Dwayne McElroy, " Scarlett explained, "is a notorious drug dealer in 
the Dallas-Fort Worth area. We recently discovered that he is working 
for Cobra, and the drug money helps fund their terrorist 
activities . " 

"Cobra, huh?" I frowned. The secretive organization known as Cobra 
conducts terrorism and espionage operations all over the globe, 
working toward worldwide political and financial domination. "So you 
want me to take down McElroy 's operation?" 

"You and Shipwreck, " Duke replied. "You have experience with the 
area, and ShipwreckaC 1 wellaC 1 " 

"I heard the word 'travel', and I was in," the Navy man said. "It's 
kind of like sailing the open seas, just without any seas." 

I looked at the file, trying to memorize everything I could about 
McElroy. "When do we go?" 

Duke handed me and Shipwreck each a plane ticket. "3:19 in the 
morning . " 

-GI Joe-Walker Texas Ranger-GI Joe-Walker Texas Ranger- 
We boarded at 3:18. 

"The nerve of some people, " Shipwreck complained as we found our 
seats. "They're already making us get up at ungodly hours, and now we 
have to board a whole minute early? Scandalous." 

"What's one minute?" I replied. 

"I was counting on that minute to sleep some more outside the 
gate . " 

"But now you can sleep on the plane and not get interrupted." 

"It's 3:18 in the morning. I don't think logically at 3:18 in the 
morning . " 

I checked my watch. "3:19 now. Boarding time." 

"Shut up . " 

-GI Joe-Walker Texas Ranger-GI Joe-Walker Texas Ranger- 

My unit, commonly referred to as G.I. Joe, is based in a secret 
installation underneath the desert in Utah. Flying from Salt Lake 
City to Dallas, we landed at 5:22 in the morning. After getting our 
luggage and retrieving Order, my German shepherd, from the cargo 
hold, we went to the car rental place and checked out a silver 2013 
Toyota Camry. 

"I heard about a really nice hotel in Fort Worth," Shipwreck said as 
I drove the car around, looking for a place to stay. "There's, like, 
fifty stories, a giant swimming pool, and unlimited free room 
service . " 



"Oh, the room service is free, is it?" I asked sarcast ically . "What 
about the room itself? Is that free?" 

"That's another discussion." Shipwreck waved the comment off. "Oh 
yeah, and there's also a little dumbwaiter that I can ride in." 

I raised an eyebrow. "A dumbwaiteraO 1 to _ride _in?" 

He nodded enthusiastically. "Used to do that all the time as a kid. 

My parents owned an apartment building in California, and I loved to 
give the tenants surprise visits when they took out their 
laundry . " 

"Sounds fun, but I'd rather not get evicted." 

"What's a hotel stay without getting kicked out?" Shipwreck looked 
seriously confused. 

I grinned and shook my head. "You have a strange way of thinking, 
Delgado . " 

A minute later, I pulled into an EconoLodge parking lot. 

"No", Shipwreck said, shaking his head vehemently. 

"Yes, " I replied. 

"No. I won't stand for this. I outrank you, Lavigne ! " 

"Duke put me on lead for this mission. Welcome to EconoLodge." 

-GI Joe-Walker Texas Ranger-GI Joe-Walker Texas Ranger- 

After Shipwreck and I convinced the hotel staff to turn a blind eye 
to our bringing in a large dog and a parrot, and we settled into a 
small, musty EconoLodge room with one-and-a-half beds and a serious 
cockroach problem, we drove to the Dallas Police Department with 
Order in the backseat . 

At DPD headquarters, we were met by a tall, dark-haired officer with 
lieutenant's bars. "I'm Lt . Michael Norwood," he introduced himself. 
"You must be Specialist Lavigne and CPO Delgado." 

"And this is Order, " I added. Eor some reason, Norwood looked 
slightly disturbed when the dog leapt at him. 

"It's ok," I told Norwood. "That's how he says he likes someone. Of 
course, it's also how he takes down criminals. You can never be quite 
sure . " 

Apparently, that didn't comfort the lieutenant. 

It was just then that two men in cowboy hats walked our 
way . 

"Cordell Walker!" I exclaimed. 

"Christopher Lavigne?" 

"Long time no see, buddy!" I shook my old friend's hand firmly. "This 



is Hector Delgado. You can call him Shipwreck," I said, gesturing to 
the sailor standing next to me. 

Walker's partner, an athletic black man with round glasses, spoke up. 
"Ranger Sergeant James Trivette." 

"Nice to meet you." 

Once we all got to know each other. Walker said, "I heard you're on 
the McElroy case." 

"That ' s right . " 

"That's why I'm here, too. I guess we'll be working together once 
again. Law . " 


2 . Chapter 2 

**Hi everyone, sorry I took so long to update; I was very busy; but 
now I ' m back . * * 

Before I joined the military as an MP and eventually got assigned to 
G.I. Joe, I worked for the Houston Police Department. During that 
time, I met Ranger Sergeant Cordell Walker when he came to Houston to 
investigate a series of fires set by a pyromaniac mercenary known as 
Firefly, who now works for Cobra. We became good friends, working 
together on several cases later on. 

Now, I traveled in a silver Chevy Tahoe with Walker, Shipwreck, and 
Trivette, who was driving. We were headed for an abandoned house in 
Fort Worth, where witnesses had reported seeing Dwayne McElroy going 
in and out . 

"We want to go in quick and hard, " Walker said, double-checking his 
Smith & Wesson 629 revolver. "Take down McElroy before he knows what 
hit him. " 

"Got it," I said. The others nodded their acknowledgement. 

Trivette parked the unmarked SUV in front of the house next to 
McElroy 's hideout. The four of us quickly exited. Walker taking 
lead . 

With one swift kick. Walker, the greatest martial artist I know, 
easily opened the locked front door. 

We stormed in, guns raised. I held my SIG P229 in front of my face, 
scanning the living room. Order stood beside me, ready to 
attack . 

There was no sign of McElroy. 

"Trivette, " Walker ordered, "you and I will take the rooms to the 
left. Law, Shipwreck, take the hall to the right." 

"On it, " I responded. 


Shipwreck, Order, and I searched the rooms in the hall, but Dwayne 
McElroy was nowhere to be found. 



We regrouped in the living room. "He's not inside," Trivette 
said . 

"Well then, maybe he's outside," Walker replied. Just as he said 
that, I noticed a brown Ford F-150 racing out from the back of the 
house, speeding onto the street. 

"There he is!" I shouted. We raced to the Tahoe, and I took the 
wheel. Pressing the accelerator down with my foot and spinning the 
wheel, I gave chase. 

McElroy flew through the neighborhood, turning hard onto the highway. 
I grabbed the radio and said urgently, "This is Ranger unit 119! I'm 
in pursuit of a suspect in a brown F-150. Just turned east off Forest 
Hill onto 1-20. Request backup!" I didn't know the exact 10-code for 
backup in the Texas Department of Public Safety (of which the Rangers 
are a division); I was from the Houston PD (where they don't even 
have 10-codes); but dispatch got the message. 

"10-4, 119. Backup is on the way." 

McElroy weaved in and out of traffic on 1-20, barely avoiding crashes 
several times. If he kept doing this, someone could get hurt or even 
die. And I wasn't about to let that happen. 

While I was still waiting for backup, I gunned the engine and came up 
right next to McElroy. I saw his terrified face through the truck 
window, desperately looking for a way to get away no matter how many 
people he endangered in doing so. 

It was time to end this chase. 

Up ahead, there was about a quarter mile of open road. That was my 
one chance to take out McElroy before anyone got hurt. 

As McElroy 's E-150 and the Tahoe I was driving pulled ahead of the 
rest of the cars and entered the open stretch, I slowed down just a 
bit, so that I was behind and to the right of the E-150. 

Trivette knew what I was planning. "You're gonna PIT him." 

"Yep." The precision immobilization technique was developed by the 
Eairfax County Police Department in Virginia. Now, it's in widespread 
use in law enforcement, and I had mastered it while with 
HPD . 

Ramming the right side of McElroy 's back bumper, I kept on until the 
truck went into a spin. The drug dealer slammed on the brakes, and so 
did I, skidding onto the median. 

McElroy flung open his door and ran across the highway, into the 
woods. Trivette and Shipwreck stayed with the cars as backup arrived, 
and Walker, Order, and I took off after McElroy. 

He didn't make it far before my German shepherd caught up to him and 
forced him to the ground. He tried to shake Order off, but the dog 
wouldn't let go. Einally, McElroy cried, "Ok! I give up!" 


Walker cuffed him as state troopers rushed to the scene, and that was 



that. Dwayne McElroy was under arrest. 

But that wasn't nearly the end of the story. 

End 
f lie . 



